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At our house we held a party 
For Saint Valentine; 

Many were the guests assembled, 
Dressed in costumes fine. 


One would think, to look upon them 
In their garments gay, 

That the whole of earth had gathered 
For a holiday. 


Harold, dressed as dashing cowboy, 
Wore bright, jingling spurs. 
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Edward seemed to come from Lapland; 
He wore fluffy furs. 


Harold rode a lively broomstick, 
For you understand 

That he could ride a pony 
In among that band. 


Harold's furs were made of cotton, 
Cotton made his cap; 


And the children loudly welcomed 
This snow-loving Lapp. 


On his swift snowshoes he followed 
Harold on his nag; 

Round and round the room they scampered 
As if playing tag. 
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Blue-eyed Maizie was a Dutch girl, 
Wearing wooden shoes, 

Wearing headdress and such garments 
As Dutch maidens choose. 


And she brought a little windmill, 
Which, set on a chair, 

All the guests tried blowing on, to 
Keep it spinning there. 


Indian, with eagle feathers 
Worn about his head, 

Junior, heap big chief of Home Folk, 
Daubed his face with red. 
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From his shoulder swung a long bow, 
Moccasins on feet, 

Leather trousers slashed for fringes, 

Made a costume neat. 


Patsy, as colonial lady, 
Wore much powdered hair, 

Wore full skirts down to her ankles, 
Walked with stately air; 


And she brought a flowered teapot 
On a copper tray, 

Served them orange-flavored water, 
When they came her way. 
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As a Hindu robed and turbaned, 


Swarthy J amie came; 
Air of mystery he carried, 
Anda long, long name. 


Down he sat upon a cushion, 
On the playroom floor; 
To all greetings and al] chattings, 


Bowed, n 


nd nothing more. 
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Then Saint Valentine himself came, 
Dressed in one great heart; 

On his bosom was the message: 
“Each one has a part.” 


And the kindly saint smiled on us, 
Joined in laughing game, 

Told us that to teach us kindness 
Was his only aim. 
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Chief 


cA OF THE SHOSHONE: | INDIANS ~—> 


Part I 


In a beautiful village by Lake Huron was a fine lodge, hand- 
somer by far than any other in the whole surrounding country. It was 
beautifully painted with picture stories, outside and in, and before the 
doors—one facing the east by which to enter, and one facing the west 
by which to go out—were hung curtains of soft skins, richly embroid- 
ered with colored quills and wampum beads. Inside the lodge were 
spread many valuable furs; and there were dishes and kettles in great 

The owner of this beautiful | = y — 
lodge was never seen. He was the | : ; 
possessor of a powerful obi, or 
charm, by means of which he was 
able to make himself invisible when- 
ever he chose. He had announced 
that he would take for a wife the 
first maiden who succeeded in seeing 
him despite this charm. 

His sister, who attended to his 
wants and kept his lodge in excellent 
order, was besieged daily by the 
young maidens of the surrounding 
villages. They begged her to tell 
them how they might see her brother, 
and thus become his bride. 

She had but one answer for them: Her brother returned from 
his hunting each day at the setting of the sun, and that was the time at 
which he could most easily be seen. 

Wherefore, nearly every day one or another of the village maidens 
accompanied the sister, at sunset, to the edge of the lake, and watched 
for the invisible one’s canoe to approach. On it would come, gliding 
rapidly toward the shore, the paddle moving rhythmically, but appar- 
ently of its own accord, for there was no one to be seen in the canoe. 

Presently it would grate upon the shore, and the sister would 
ask: you see him?” 

Perhaps the maiden with her would sorrowfully reply, “No.” 
Or sometimes it would be, “Yes.” 
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If the answer was “Yes,” the sister would ask: “Of what are 

his shoulder straps made? ‘Tell me, since you say that you can see 

him.” And the answer would be, perhaps: “Of strips of rawhide.” 
Or, if it were in the winter time, maybe the sister would ask: 


if 
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Watching for the invisible chief. 
“With what does he draw his sled?” 
“With a green withe.”” 


And the answer would be: 
Then the sister would laugh softly to herself, knowing very well 
that the maiden had not seen him, and she would say: “Well, then, 
let us return to the wigwam.” 


Sometimes the maiden would stay many hours in the lodge. She 
would see the sister set food before her brother; she would see it dis- 


appear; and she would see her fill her brother’s pipe, and the smoke 
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would ascend from it, as he puffed at it. Or perhaps she would even 
see his moccasins move as he cast them off, but the brother, himself, 
she saw not at all. 


(To be continued.) 


OUR FEBRUARY COVER 


Isn’t the young man whose picture is given on the front 
cover happy looking? The artist names the picture ““Grandma’s 
Mittens.”” With these mittens and his furry wraps, we think 
that our boy has good cause to smile at the snowflakes that are 
falling around him in Saint Valentine’s month. 


ARBUTUS 
CuarRA R. BETE 


The fair Arbutus lifts her face 
Fom the brown and leafy sod; 

Her breath is heavenly sweetness, 
Like loving trust in God. 
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PETER AND THE CHAMELEON 


AGNES DEERING Moore 


“My! but it’s good to be home again,” said Peter to himself as 
he ran down the steps and out into the flower garden. “It was fun 
out at Grandma’s, but I did miss Jimmy and Katy and the rest of my 
friends. I b’lieve I'll call Katy and see if she can come out to play. 

“Oh, Katy! Oh, Ka—ty—O—o—oh, —K—a—ty! Wonder 
why she doesn’t come. Ka—aty!” 

“What is it, Peter? I heard you the first time, but I thought there 
wasn’t any good in answering, cause I can’t come out, anyway.” 

“Why not?” 

“Because my big sister, Josephine, lost her chameleon and she 
says I took it—but I didn’t—and Mother says I must stay in the house 
till I give it back. Isn’t that a shame?” 

“T should say so,” agreed Peter. “I say, what is a cha—cha— 
what did you say it is?” 

“A chameleon.” 

“Well, what’s it like, anyway >?” 

“Tt is a little animal that looks something like a lizard. Its body 
is thin and it has a long tail that curls downward. It’s s’posed to turn 
different colors—the color of the thing you put it on, you know—but 
half the time it doesn’t do it. What Josephine wants with such a 
thing, I can’t see. A dog or a darling little kitten would be ever 
so much nicer. But here I have to stay until she finds that horrid 
little animal.” 

“Perhaps it got away,” suggested Peter. “I'll keep a lookout 
for it and if I see it I'll bring it to you. Then your mother will let you 
come out, won’t she?” 

“Oh, yes. She probably will anyway, in time. But you'd better 
get it if you can, to be on the safe side.” 

, “All right, Katy, I'll begin to hunt for it right away. But will it 
ite?” 

“I don’t think so. At least I’ve never seen it try to bite any one. 
However, it might if it thought you were trying to catch it. I’m sure 
I should if I thought I were going to be caught and have to sit on some 
woman’s dress all the time. But it’s too little to bite very hard, so 
please start to hunt for it right away.” Katy then drew her head inside 
the window and left Peter to begin his search. 
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“T thought there wasn’t any good in answering, ‘cause | can’t come out, anyway.” 
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“TI wonder where it would be likely to go.” Peter frowned 
and thought very hard. “‘l’ll look in the shade first. It would 
probably hunt the shade; besides, it’s so hot in the sun.” 

Peter looked among the bushes and underneath the leaves of 
plants, but he was unable to find the little creature. 

“T’ll declare,” he said vexedly, “I don’t believe that Katy’s 
sister’s pet is here at all. It might have gone in some other direction. 
Oh, dear!’ Peter looked disconsolately at some empty flowerpots 
that were lying near him. Suddenly he started forward with a cry of 
delight : 

“Oh, there it is. I do believe that is the cha-cha—”’ 

“Chameleon, my young friend, Camilla Chameleon,” quavered 
a thin and rather high-pitched voice that seemed to come from the little 
creature in front of Peter. ‘And please don’t try to catch me until 
after you have heard my sad, sad story. Then I am sure you will let 
me be. You are a kind boy, aren’t you?” the chameleon asked 
anxiously. 

“Oh, yes indeed,” replied Peter. ‘I wouldn’t hurt any creature.” 

“*Ah, I knew you wouldn’t. And now I shall tell you the story 
of my life. I am very young but I have been through such a lot. Be- 
fore I begin my history, however, let me sip a few drops of the water 
that is here on this leaf. 

“My! but that tastes good,” said Camilla, sighing happily. “I 
haven’t tasted a drop of water since I left my dear home in Florida. 
And water is so necessary to my well-being. But I have had neither 
food nor water since I came to this cold disagreeable climate. And I 
am so fond of locusts and grasshoppers,” said Camilla Chameleon, 
plaintively. 

“Oh, but it’s too early in the season for them yet,” said Peter. 

“Well, people could at least get me some flies or some meal 
worms. One would almost think that we chameleons were expected to 
live on air. Ridiculous! And do you know what that horrid girl did 
—the girl who lives at the house from which I just escaped? She put 
a gold chain around my neck and fastened me to her dress. Oh! I was 
tempted to swell myself up and hiss at her. That would have fright- 
ened her, and it would have served her jolly well right, too. I’d have 
done it if I hadn’t been so weak from want of food. Oh, I have a 
hot and ungovernable temper when I am provoked. And I certainly 
have been provoked, having been frozen and then starved, not to 
mention having to be petted by a mere girl. Oh—” 

“*Josephine’s not so mere,” observed Peter. “She’s Katy’s sister. 
And, oh, I forgot, but I promised Katy that I would find you and bring 
you back to her, so that she can come out and play with me. You 
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see, Josephine—that’s Katy’s sister—thinks that Katy took you. So 
Katy’s being punished. Now that I’ve found you, I really should 
take you back to her.” 

“Oh, please don’t, please don’t,” begged Camilla Chameleon. 
“You said only a moment ago that you were a kind little boy. But 
you wouldn’t be kind, indeed you wouldn’t if you were to give me 
back to that terrible girl. If I am allowed to remain free, I might 
see my uncle, Lemuel Lizard, who, if I were to ask him, would take 
me back to my happy home.” Poor little Camilla sighed and wiped 
away a tear. 

“Well,” said Peter thoughtfully, “perhaps I had better let you go. 
But then if I let you go, poor Katy will have to stay in the house. So 
in either case one of you will have to remain a prisoner.” 

“Oh, Katy will soon get to come out, my boy. Her mother 
didn’t like me one little bit. She seemed to think that I was a mean low 
creature, and I can safely say without exaggeration that she is afraid 
of me. Why, do you know that when I moved my right eye while I 
was looking at her with my left eye she actually shrieked>? She 
frightened me so that I quite changed color. When I did that, the 
family all crowded around me to see if I wouldn’t change color again. 
But do you think that I would satisfy their curiosity? Not much. I 
gathered from what the girl you call Josephine said, that she had 
bought me for the very purpose of watching me turn different colors. 
So I made up my mind that I would be only a dirty gray. And I did, 
my boy, I did. Then came my chance and | got away—and here | 
am.” Little Camilla looked as though she thought herself very clever 
indeed. 

“Oh, Camilla, can’t you please change your colors while I 
watch you?” 

“T can if I like,” said the little creature complacently. 

“T mean, will you>” 

““Ah, that is a different question, a very different question. I 
hope you don’t think that we chameleons change color for the pleasure 
we get out of it. No, sir. Changing one’s color is a difficult under- 
taking, to say the least.” 

“What makes it difficult?” asked Peter. 

““Well, many things.”” Camilla looked gravely at Peter and then 
continued. “But it is the mental strain that is so hard on all of us. We 
have to feel so much. Why, if we want to change the color of our 
coats we have to feel anger (which is really very bad for one in every 
way), or fear (this is quite the most disagreeable feeling of all), or 
excitement. Excitement is, on the whole, the most pleasant, although 
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for my part I could do very well without it. Then, of course, whenever 
we are too cold or too hot our coats take on a different hue. 

“Yes, changing one’s color is extremely difficult, but it is also a 
great advantage. For instance, if I were sitting on a leaf and saw 
something coming toward me, I should make myself quite invisible by 
changing to the color of the leaf and flattening myself out. I’ve never 
had a chance to try it yet but I know it would work, because my mother 
said it would. I dare say you would like to know how we do it, 
wouldn’t you?” 

“Oh, yes, please tell me, Camilla.” 

“T will. But don’t tell any of the other creatures how I change, 
because some of them might want to try it. Not that I really think 
they could do it if they tried, but I don’t want to take chances. One 
does like to be exclusive in something.” 

“Yes, indeed,” agreed Peter, “and I shan’t tell a single creature.” 

“*Ah, that is right,” approved Camilla. “Well, to begin with, 
our skin contains several special cells in many layers. Each of these 
cells contains several grains of coloring matter. The upper cells, which 
are the smallest, contain crystals that mix with the light and cause a 
white color. Then there is a layer filled with yellow oil drops. The 
deepest cells are the largest of all and are a light brown color. This 
light brown acts as a sort of medium which causes a blue color. It is 
this blue showing the yellow spots that makes us look green at times. 
If we choose to shift all our coloring to the surface, we look black and 
when we withdraw the black we appear yellow. And that is how 
we change our coats,” said Camilla triumphantly. “Do you think you 
could do it?” 

“Oh, no,” said Peter. “Why, I'll bet even Uncle John couldn’t 
do that, and he can do ‘most everything there is. But now I must 
go back to Mother, who has been away on a long journey and has just 
come home. I have had a very interesting time listening to you and I 
won’t tell where you are. And I hope you will meet some kind per- 
son who will take you back to Florida. Good-by. I'll bring you 
some meal worms if I can find any,” called Peter, as he ran to the 


house. 
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THE LOST VALENTINE 


EmMaA TuomMy 


Marian was making valentines. Her mother helped to fold the 
paper into booklets and to tie them with bits of bright ribbon, then 
Marian pasted in clipped pictures and hearts, and printed in short little 
verses. 

“T am not going to give Kathleen a homemade valentine,” Marian 
said, stacking up her booklets. 

not?” asked Mother. 

“T do not believe that she would care for it,” answered Marian. 

Kathleen lived in the most beautiful house in town. All the 
children loved to go there to parties and to see all of Kathleen’s beau- 
tiful playthings. 

Marian felt that the homemade valentines were not pretty enough 
to go with Kathleen’s other things. So she decided to take her own 
money and buy the best valentine that she could find for this special 
friend. 

She went to a store where she had seen many beaut?ful valentines 
in the window. She looked and looked; finally she found just the one 
that she wanted. It was a big white card, covered with forget-me- 
nots, hearts, and a long verse about friendship. She felt sure that 
Kathleen would like it very much. 

On the way home, Marian met Stella coming out of a grocery 
store with several packages. Stella and Marian were in the same grade 
at school. Stella lived in a little green house almost out of town, and 
she was kept so busy taking care of the baby and helping her mother 
that she never had very much time for play. Marian helped Stella carry 
the packages, and the two little girls chatted about valentines. Stella 
said that she did not expect very many, as she could not give any at all. 
The baby was getting teeth and he needed her loving care and attention 
so that she had no time to make valentines, and she had no pennies with 
which to buy them. 

When Marian reached home, her mother said: ““Where is your 
valentine 

Marian looked down at her hands. They were empty. She had 
lost the beautiful valentine which she had chosen for Kathleen. 

“What shall I cried Marian. must give her a valentine. 


We are such good friends.” 
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““You will have to give her a homemade one,”” answered Mother. 
““You cannot buy another one.” 

Marian picked out the booklet which she liked best and put it 
into an envelope. Her brother gave her a stamp and took the valentine 
to the mail box, so that Kathleen would get the valentine through the 
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Marian waited while her mother fastened her coat. 


mail. The other valentines she got ready to put into the valentine box 
at school. 

The next morning, Marion waited while her mother fastened her 
coat. She put her free hand into her muff, which hung from a cord 
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around her neck. She felt something and pulled it out. It was the 
valentine which she had bought for Kathleen. 

“Tf I were you,” suggested Mother, “I should give it to some little 
girl who is not likely to get many valentines.” 

“Oh,” cried Marian, “I am going to give it to Stella.” 

Kathleen met Marian in the hall at school, the morning of St. 
Valentine’s Day. 

“T just love the valentine you sent me,” she whispered. “Mother 


NN 


Finally she found the one she wanted. 


says it shows real friendship if you take the time to make them 
yourself.” 

At recess time, Stella ran up and hugged her. “‘It is the most 
beautiful valentine I ever saw,” she cried. “I can hardly wait until I 
can take it home and show Mother. It will make her happy to know 
that you are such a good friend of mine.” 

“T am glad that I lost it,” Marian said to her mother that night, 
“because, I made two friends, instead of one, very happy.” 
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DEPARTMENTS 


WINTER 
THELMA UNDERWOOD (13 years) 
Clearmont, Wyo. 


Oh, jolly winter has come at last, 
Fast the snowflakes are falling. 

Oh, yes, winter has come at last, 
With boys and girls snowballing. 


No more we see the meadows green 
Or grasses at our feet; 

The breezes through the green trees 
No more are soft and sweet. 


Some folks like winter best, 
Sometimes I do too, 
But now that winter is our guest 


We think she’ll have to do. 


FRIENDS AGAIN 


FERN WILLIAMS (12 years) 
McFarland, Calif. 


Rilla Ford and Ruth Pennal were friends, but their fathers were 
not. They would not let the little girls play together. The children 
wrote notes to each other. Ruth wrote to Rilla that she would pray 
that night that their fathers would become friends and she asked Rilla 
to pray, too. The next day Ruth and Rilla came home from school 
and saw their fathers out on the lawn in front of Ruth’s house, talking 


to each other and having a good time. That night the two girls prayed 
to God and thanked him. 
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MY EXPERIENCE 


VIOLET F. MAson 
Riverside, Calif. 


Maggie was a German police dog. She was loved by every one. 
One day Maggie started to take a little walk. She did not come home 
that night. We hunted everywhere for her. We kept the thought that 
God was in our little pet, because God is life, and God is never lost, 
so Maggie could not be lost. 

It was the second day of Maggie’s absence and she had not 
come back, but we did not become discouraged. That night my little 
sister and I prayed to God to lead our pet home. We both were 
sure that God would lead her home in the morning. Every time the 
thought came that Maggie was lost and never would be found, we 
tried hard to put it out of our minds by saying: “Get thee behind me, 
Satan.” 

The next day was Sunday. We always get up earlier on Sunday 
mornings, so we can go to Sunday school. We went outside, thinking 
that God had answered our prayers. Just then we heard a patter, 
patter, patter at the side of the house and along came our dear Maggie. 
She ran into the house and licked everybody, she was so glad to see us. 

I told Mother how we had left it to God to return our dear pet. 
And God did what we asked. I thanked him for helping us. He is 


always willing to help us if we ask him. 


WEE WISDOM 
Epwarpb N. CAMDEN 
Roanoke, Va. 


Wee Wisdom is a very nice book; 
At its pictures I love to look, 

And its stories I love to read. 

Its Bible lessons I always need. 


And when I’m through reading and the book is done, 
I say that reading it is such fun; 

And then I give it to a friend 

Who enjoys it from end to end. 


In each book is a table blessing, 

And puzzles which keep you guessing; 

This little book teaches us faith, prayer, and love— 
All pertaining to the Father above. 
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A PRAYER THAT WAS ANSWERED 
Harriet MILLER (12 years) 
Moline, III. 


Many years ago in a foreign country there lived a crippled girl. 
She was motherless and fatherless. 

She was never taught about God or prayer. One night as she 
was going to bed, she wondered if she could ever be cured. She fell 
into a deep sleep and dreamed of angels’ surrounding her, whispering 
to her: ““Pray to God; pray to God to be cured.” The next morning 
when she arose, she thought she would try to pray. She prayed every 
morn and every night. A few months later she found herself recovering 
and soon she was well. 

She was adopted by some wealthy people and was given a nice 
home. She went to church and learned about God and prayer. 
Then she thanked God for answering her prayer. 


MY DOG 
Betty Coss (9 years) 
Stearns, Ky. 


I had a little dog 
And I gave him away; 

Next morning he was back 
Because he didn’t want to stay. 


h \ Whether large or whether small, 
a God has plenty for us all. 


TABLE 
BLESSING 
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JOOSLER 


ROYAL, Secretary 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 

Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 

Motto—Love never faileth. 

Pin—Three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak no evil. 
Price of pins, 25 cents each. 

Requirement for Membership—A simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, Tenth and Tracy, Kansas City, Mo. 

Reports and Letters—A\ll Booster letters and club reports must be in by the 
twenty-fifth of the second month preceding date of issue. 

If your Booster friends do not answer your letters, write again, or write to 
one who will answer. Please do not ask us to write for you. There are so many 
Boosters that we cannot write for you. 

When you send us a story or a poem for Wee Wisdom, please be sure to 
tell us whether you composed it yourself, or whether you copied it. When you 
copy anything, give the author’s name, and tell from where you copied it. 

Peter Pan Cap—A Peter Pan cap is given each Booster who sends five 
subscriptions to Wee Wisdom. You do not have to send in all the names at 
one time; send them as you can, and when the fifth one is received, we will mail 
you a cap. 


DEMONSTRATIONS 


Dear Wee Wisdom—lI think you are the best book a child could read. I 
am getting along finely in my school work and it is because I say The Prayer of 
Faith. —Violet A. Schuster. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—My mother took Wee Wisdom about twenty-eight 
years ago and she is still taking it. I burned my arm and it would have blis- 
tered but Mother and I said The Prayer of Faith and now only a little scar 
is left—Sadie Schellhardt. 

Dear Editor—There was a boy who lived near me and he was considered 
to be the worst boy on our street. One day he picked up a stone and was going 
to throw it at me. I said: “Oh John, do not throw it. You are not knowing 
the truth and reflecting love.” Then he put it down.—Adolph Moritz. 

Dearest Wee Wisdom—lI love everything in Wee Wisdom. I am longing 
to read more about Margot and the old guide. I love Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. 
I was ill the other day. I said The Prayer of Faith and I was soon better. 
Then Granny got ill and I said The Prayer of Faith for her. She is much better 
now. I say a prayer for all the Wees.—Dinah Hartwell. 


=¢ 
Ss 


» 


24 WEE WISDOM 


Dear Secretary—At first I did not think I should like Wee Wisdom. I 
turned to the back and read toward the front and when I came to the Booster 
record and saw how many people liked it I decided to like it too. Now I read 
it as much as I do any other book. Yesterday I was sick in bed and I said 
The Prayer of Faith. At d’nner time I was able to go down and eat with the 
family.— Barbara Bingham Gardner. 

Dear Wee Wisdem—With your help I have overcome many bad habits. 
I could not get along without you. I do not quarrel with my brother any more. 
I am beginning to like my schoolmates and my teachers, and they like me. You 
have helped me with my studies. My teacher says I am improving rapidly. I 
owe the improvement to you and your prayers. You are well named, for you 
do contain wisdom for little folks. I am a better little girl since I have taken you. 
—Lorraine Hodgson. 

Dear Wees—I am enjoying Wee Wisdom. I say the “Magic Pillows” 
and The Prayer of Faith all the time and I am always well.—Judith Holsinger. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—One day | pulled my ring off and the next morning 
I could not find it. The ring had been my grandmother’s. I looked and looked 
but I could not find it. Then I began to say The Prayer of Faith. I put my 
hand on the floor under the bed and found the ring. I thank God. If it were 
not for God I don’t know what I would do.—Vera Inez Vawter. 


Dear Wee Wisdom—I think Wee Wisdom is a wonderful magazine. 
It helps me in my studies and in my music. I say The Prayer of Faith; it is 
so nice.—Virginia Dunstan. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This morning the sun is peeping over a hill and the 
earth is rosy with its rays. There is frost on the ground. All the leaves have 
fallen off the trees and it looks like fall. When I go to school I have to go through 
the edge of a wood. On the top of a hill in a tree a little red squirrel lives. 
When I used to go for the mail I would see it, but now it does not come out of its 
home.—Eleanor Wolfe. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI have been praying every morning and every night 
and through the day. I enjoy Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. Here is one of my 
own poems: 

GOD'S WORK 
God has tried in every way 
To make it pleasant every day. 
—Harold Graves. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I get your magazine every month and [ think it the 
nicest magazine for children. I read all the stories of God and of all the things 
he gives us. My chum lives next door and when the magazine comes we read it to- 
gether.—Elizabeth R. Wilson. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lIndeed I do want Wee Wisdom for another year! 
I couldn’t do without it, for it has helped me more times than one. I enjoy 
Miss Shanklin’s po-ms and Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks. The Booster Club has 
furnished reading material of never-failing interest.—Frieda Stilli. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I love to read your stories and your poems. I like 
best The Prayer of Faith and ““What Happened to Billy.”” When I get sick 
I say The Prayer of Faith and it helps me.—Sallie B. Morgan. 

My dear Wee Wisdom—lI now read Mother’s Unity, so I will give my 
dear Wee Wisdom to another little girl. I hope that she will enjoy it as much as I 
have enjoyed it.—Ethelwyn Everett. 
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My dear Editor—One of Mother’s neighbors and friends subscribed for 
Wee Wisdom for me. I am delighted with it. I am so happy because I have 
eleven more numbers coming to me.—Ellen Dougherty. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—lI will try very hard to live up to the requirements 
of the Booster Club. I have fallen in Jove with Wee Wisdom; it has taught 
me a great many good things, even though I have only received two numbers. 
—Maxine Herriges. 

Dear Secretary—I am happy to be with you in the Booster club and I want 
to do all you say. I have the Booster pin and I love it—Bessie Dorothy Walters. 

Dear Wees—I get much enjoyment from reading Wee Wisdom. I espe- 
cially enjoyed reading the story of “Little Bobby Bushy-Tail."—Ernest P. 
Webecke. 

Dear Unity—We have formed a Booster club and now have five members. 
We meet every Friday and we read Wee Wisdom at our meetings.—Clara 
Waterton. 

My Dear Wee Wisdom—I appreciate the opportunity of reading Wee 
Wisdom every month. The stories are very interesting—Herbert Bouden. 

Dear Wees—I love Wee Wisdom because it helps everybody. Sometimes 
I take it to school and read it—Thomas L. Martinke. 


NEW MEMBERS OF THE BOOSTER CLUB 


Joyce Heilman; Charline Hubert; Evelyn Polhemus; Constance O’Brien; 
Leonard C. Butler, jr.; George Scheftner; Joseph R-berts; Violas Be'knap; 
Jchn R. Stipp; Ray W. Wilson; June Hamblin; Olivia Mayfield; Edwin 
Vonder Ahe: Gaylord Watson; Virginia K. Ford; Truett Nance; Vivian Du 
Proz; Effie Murch'son; Lois Pendleton; Dorothy Heaysman: Arthur Munroe 
Wesson; Barbara Bingham Gardner; Druce Cook; Ruby Massey; Madeline 
Graham; Celeste Howard; Anita Ream; Paul Kromberg; Marie F]'zabeth 
Ford; Violet A. Schuster; Asnetie Brown; F. W. Pratt; Ruth Taylor; Beatrice 
M. Benway; Alice Friedl; Winifred Britt. 


WEES WHO ASK THE PRAYERS OF OTHER WEES 

Charline Hubert; Helen Branstetter: school work and aunt’s business; 
George Scheftner, jr.: school work; Philip Wolff, jr.: school work; Robert A. 
Richardson: school work and healing of face; Charles Pringle: strength; Olivia 
Mayfie'd: health for herself and her grandmother; Agnes Besson: school work; 
Olivia R. Robinson: father’s health; Herbert Schneider: schoo] work; Vivian 
Irene Mitchell: school work; Ophelia Neely: school work; George Schuyler: 
school work; Jane Ann Gardner: school work and to stop whispering; An‘ta 
Ream: school work; Paul Kromberg: school work and obed’ence; Violet A. 
Schuster: health for mother; Jessie Lee Moore: faith; Audrey Hawkins: change 
of location to where she may receive an education; Minnie Sjoberg: father’s dis- 
position; Herbert Bouden: school work and music. 


WEES WHO WISH TO CORRESPOND WITH OTHER WEES 

Udora Sampson, 719 S. Front st., Hamilton, Ohio; Violas Belknap, 66 
Hollis st., Framingham, Mass.; Agnes Besson, 719 Slidell st., Algiers, La.; 
Fern Daffinrud. Hazen, N. D.; Lo’s Pendleton, 2431 Jackson st., Anderson, 
Ind.; Dorothy Heaysman, Ste. Amelie, Man., Can.; Ernest P. Webecke, 542 
Kendall ave., Los Angeles, Calif.; Sadie Shellhardt, R. 1, box 27, Valmeyer, 
Ill. ; Grace Steves, 422 Kinderkarmack rd., Westwood, N. J., c/o Mrs. Wright; 
Walter H. Parlier, 308 Elm st., Peoria Ill.; Audrey Hawkins, Roosevelt, Calif. 
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Dear Wees: 
This is my valentine to you: 
I love you. 
e I have seen only a few of you, but sometimes, 
with a vision that has nothing to do with place or 
distance, I look at you, and you would be surprised 
at how clearly you appear to me. 

I see some dark little heads with bright eyes, 
and I love them. | 

I see some fair little heads with laughing eyes, 
and I love them. 

I see you in cities where noise and rush last from early morning 
until late at night; I see you in the playgrounds and the “gyms” of 
your schools; I see you talking and laughing on the pavements. I love 
you who live in the city; I should like to study with you and play with 
you. 

I see you in the little towns where we know all the people, and 
I love you there. I should like to meet you down at the post office 
where we all go when a mail train comes in, and I should like to talk 
with you along the streets and to call all the dogs and the cats by their 
own names. 

I see you in the wide, quiet farms, where the sunrise makes jewels 
of the dewdrops and silver work of the frost on the meadows. I 
see you in your little schoolhouse, where you can look out on the clear 
sky, hear the coaxing whistle of the Bob White, and breathe the air that 
is as fresh as though it came from paradise; I love you who live in the 
country. I should like to play ball with you and with you notice how 
spring, summer, autumn, and winter change the color of the fields and 
the trees. 

I see you in many different parts of the world. But wherever you 
are, I love you. I should like to be with you and let you show me 
the places and the interesting things of the lands that you know so 
well but which are strange to me. I should like to watch the flaming 
aurora with wees of the cold northern lands, and I should like to 
stand by the side of you who lift your eyes to the brilliant Southern 
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Cross. I should like to view the great buildings and the works of art 
with you who live on the Eastern Continent and to sail the smiling 
seas with you who live in island lands. 

I see you busy and happy in your homes. When you help 
Mother with the work, I love you. When you do errands for Father, 
I love you. When you are patient with Baby, I love you. 

And then I see you sleeping, after the day is over and the house 
is all still, and I love you. Sleek heads, tousled heads; fair heads, 
dark heads; all eyes closed, all little bodies resting; then I ask God to 
hold you in his love, which is so much stronger, so much surer, so 
much sweeter than mine. 

But with the best love that I have, I love you. 


push it toand Fro: 
Sach time it moves tt Zathers ‘more, 
The wa ay my habits Srow. 


FOR YOUNG ARTISTS TO COLOR 


You will have fun coloring, tracing, and memorizing this picture. Be 
sure to keep carefully within the outlines with your water colors or crayons. 
Always color your sky first. Begin at the top with a pale wash of light blue, 
diminishing the depth of color as you paint down toward the horizon. Tint 
the trees and the dog brown (made by mixing red and yellow, and a little blue 
for shadows). Tint cap red; suit, dark blue; leave paper white, for snow. 


| 
| The Way It Grows | 
| 
| | 
if 
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MAKING VALENTINES 


February—of what does that make you think? Why, yes, valen- 
tines, of course. Of what do valentines tell you? Love, I hear you 
say, and you are right—love for Father, Mother, Brother, Sister, 
friends, schoolmates, everybody! Love in the hearts of us all is the 
only thing that is going to stop all the unlovely and sorrowful and 
sick conditions that we see about us. Each of us has his part in making 
a lovely, loving world. When we all love enough not to hurt another 
in thought or word or deed, these words of the Bible will come true: 
“The wolf shall dwell with the lamb, and the leopard shall lie down 

with the kid; and the calf and the 
young lion and the fatling together; 

Ww, and a little child shall lead them.” 

That will be a wonderful time, won’t 
it? Let us all do more to bring it 
to pass. Let us make this a love 
month, and see how much brightness 


Diagramt we can make with our smiles and our Diagram2 
kind words. 


Our work this time is different from any that we have had, for we 
are going to use crepe paper to make a valentine bouquet. In the 
shops they are called guest room bouquets. They will make lovely 
valentines for Mother, Grandmother, or big Sister—if she has a home 
of her own. 

You do not use a needle and thread at all in making this bouquet, 
for it is all put together with wire of two kinds: one, the heavy wrapped 
wire used for flower stems or hats; the other, a spool of fine soft wire. 
Get your ruler and your scissors ready. Buy three bolts of fine crepe 
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paper. I am going to tell you about the bouquet I made, and if you 
care for colors other than I used you can make your bouquet with 
them. 

I selected a rose, a pink that harmonized with it, and a bright 
green. Three bolts of paper will make a half dozen or 
more bouquets, but we cannot buy less. After I bought 
the paper I hunted up some scraps of silk to match these 
three colors. Probably you can find these in the 
scrapbag, as I did; if not, buy half a yard of two-inch 
ribbon of each color. We shall use the silk first. 

Cut out sixteen little two-inch squaves of the 
different colors, to make a bunch of buds for the top 
of the bouquet. Then cut sixteen pieces of the heavier 
wire, each four inches long. Take a bunch of cotton 
Diagram *) about as large as a marble and cover it with a piece of : 

the silk. Shape it round and firm, then twist one of 3 
the pieces of wire around it several times, very tightly, leaving the end 
for a stem (diagram 1). Make all of your silk into these buds, then 
bunch them very close together and fasten securely with the fine wire 
(diagram 2). Probably this is as much as you will make in one day 
after school. 

Before starting again on the work you will need, besides the 
crepe paper and the wire, a seven-inch paper lace doily, like Mother 
uses sometimes on her cake 
plates; a cheap thimble and a 
cork that it will fit on; some 
needles of different sizes; about 
a dozen pins; several medium- 
sized safety pins; three black 
and three white snaps; three &: 
black and three white hooks and 
eyes, cut on the cards on which 
they come; several different- 
sized buttons sewed on a card, 
and some black and white 
thread, which must be on small 
spools. Find two spools; wind 
some black thread and some 
white thread on them. It looks like a workbasket instead of a bouquet, 
doesn’t it? It is a workbasket camouflaged, or all fixed up so that no 
one knows it, for all these sewing articles are used as centers of the 
roses that we are now going to make, to finish our bouquet. 

Let us first cut the crepe paper for the roses, of which there are to be 
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sixteen, eight of the pink and eight of the rose color. These pieces are 
to be cut lengthwise of the paper, fourteen inches long and three inches 
wide. Cut sixteen pieces of the heavy wire, nine inches long, and 
sixteen pieces of the fine wire, three inches long. We shall make all the 
centers for the roses first. Three we shall make like the buds that we 
made first, to hold the needles, the pins, and the safety pins. Two of 
the centers are made by putting a piece of wire through the spools and 
fastening them like a loop, so that the thread will pull easily; another, 
by putting the wire through the cork and bending it down, for the 
thimble. We shall make a center from each of the cards containing 
the hooks and eyes, and the snaps and buttons, by bending the wire 
around them and twisting together, and we shall bend one wire around 
a little roll of twine. 

Now all the centers are made and we shall put the roses together. 
Fold a piece of crepe paper lengthwise, in the middle, and gather the 
folded edge between your fingers to make it more crinkly. Take one of 
the centers and wrap one of these pieces of paper around it, holding 
very full at the crinkled side, which is at the bottom. It should go around 
exactly twice. Wrap a piece of the fine wire very tightly around the 
bottom of the paper and the stem, twisting the two ends of the wire 
together. Then pull out the top of the paper a bit, so that it looks like 
diagram 3. Make all the roses in this way. Arrange seven of them 
around the buds first made, and wire securely; then arrange the others 


in another row and wire them very securely. It begins to look like a 


bouquet, doesn’t it. 

It is ready for the green, so we shall cut a piece of the green crepe, 
twenty-four inches long and seven inches wide, and fold together in 
half, lengthwise, gathering it on the folded edge like the roses. It is 
to go around the bouquet once, then to be fastened securely with the 
fine wire. Leet it extend a little beyond the roses. 

Cut a hole in the center of the lace paper doily, stick the stems 
through, fit the doily up close to the green, and cover the stems with a 
narrow strip of green paper, winding it tight and pasting the end. Bend 
the stems a little to one side, so that the bouquet will set on the bureau 
easily. Now you have not only a beautiful bouquet, but one that will 
be useful and last a long, long time. It will look like diagram 4, but 
oh, so much prettier in its beautiful colors! 

When I was a little girl I did not know how to make such a useful 
bouquet for my dear mother, but on her birthdays I would go to the 
greenhouse and get the florist to make up for her a bouquet shaped like 
yours. How I did enjoy watching that bouquet grow, as I followed 
the florist around. First he selected the pink buds; then often he 


would let me choose the other flowers. Finally we put ferns all around, 
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and a paper doily like yours beneath it, covering the stems with tinfoil. 
How I loved to watch that bouquet grow for my mother—just as you 
will love to watch this one grow for your mother! 


Speak kindness to your neighbor, 
And words of love at home: 

‘Tis from small leavenings like these 
That world-wide peace shall come. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


(Boosters who wish to help other Boosters can do so by 
saying this prayer for them.) 


God is my help in every need; 

God does my every hunger feed; 
God walks beside me, guides my way 
Through every moment of the day. 


I now am wise, I now am true, 
Patient, kind, and loving, too. 

All things I am, can do, and be, 
Through Christ, the Truth that is in me. 


God is my health, I can't be sick; 

God is my strength, unfailing, quick; 
God is my all; I know no fear, 

Since God and love and Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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LESSONS FOR YOUNG STUDENTS 


IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN: 


OWNERSHIP 


We are God’s children and we should not claim to own anvthing 
that God does not own. If there lived near us a man of bad habits, a 
cross and evil man whose house was filled with ugly beasts and 
poisonous snakes, we should not leave our kind, loving parents and our 
pleasant homes and go to that man, ask him to take us into his home, 
let us play with the creatures in his home and be his child-en. 

But we do something very much like that if we think that there 
is in our surroundings anything that can hurt us. 

If we meet a policeman we do not stop him and say that we have 
stolen a watch or a purse, when we have never done anything of that 
kind and never would do anything of that kind. 

But many of us often do what is no more true or wise than that. 
If ever we claim to have something that God does not give us, we are 
claiming what does not belong to us; we are accusing ourselves of 
taking what we really cannot own. 

God our Father gives us everything that can be our very own. 
If we claim a sickness, we claim something that God does not give us, 
something that cannot be found in his house of goodness and peace. 
If we speak of “my cold,” we are telling every one who understands 
that we have gone into the home of evil habits and are playing with 
the creatures there. If we say “my quick temper,” we are claiming 
something which God does not give to us. Whenever we say “my” 
of anything that does not make us and others happier and better, we 
are trying to take something that the children of God never can own. 

When we think it over in this way, none of us wants to have or to 
claim anything that is not to be found in God’s house of goodness and 
peace. And because we do not want it, we must not claim what is 
not to be found there. If it looks as though we had been in the house 
of the man of evil habits, and there seems to be a sickness, we shall 
never again call it ours. We shall never say “my” of any condition 
that hurts us or makes us unhappy. 

Our words of Truth will make us free from all suffering. They 
will ever keep us from straying into the house of the man of evil 
habits. Let us watch our words. If any unpleasant thing tries to get 
hold of us, let us say: 

You do not belong to God, so you cannot belong to me. I live 
in my Father’s house, where he keeps me whole and happy. 
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Lesson 7, FEBRUARY 17, 1924. 


JOSHUA AND THE CONQUEST OF CANAAN.— Josh.1:1-9; 
23:1-3. 


GoLDEN TEXT—WNot one thing hath failed of all the good things which 
Jehovah your God spake concerning you.—Josh. 23:14. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

As we have learned in former lessons, our promised land is that place 
where we know fully that we are one with God. Our highest thoughts are 
leading us to this place, and they get from God wisdom by which to lead us. 

The name, Joshua, means the highest spiritual thoughts within us, the 
Christ Spirit. They are the thoughts that are chosen to lead all our other 
thoughts and all parts of our body into the promised land. 

As the Israelites met enemies who did not want to give up the land, 
so we meet old ideas which have lived in our minds, and they do not want 
to leave. They are ideas of anger and of pain and of sickness. Our 
good thoughts must be strong with a strength that comes from God, if they 
would overcome the error thoughts. We must keep our minds on God’s 
law, and think about it day and night. If we forget his law, as the chil- 
dren of Israel did at times, we find that our enemy thoughts are stronger 
than we are; we remain stronger than they only as we lean on God for 
strength and for wisdom. 

God told Joshua that the children of Israel should have every place 
that the sole of his foot might tread upon. To stand or to place our feet 
firmly on a thing means to understand it. The more of God’s laws we 
know and understand, the more use we have of them in our affairs. We 
fear only that which we do not understand. Many things of which you 
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used to be afraid, you laugh at now. The things have not changed, but 
you understand them now and so you are not afraid of them. God is 
always trying to lead us to know more of him that we may have and show 
forth more of him in our lives. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What does Joshua mean? 
What enemies do we have to conquer in our lives? 


How do we remain strong to overcome evil ? 
When are we able to use a thing? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will be strong in the law of the Lord. 


MEMORY VERSE 
I'll do the work that God commands, 
And on his promise stand 
Because I know, by doing so, 
I’ll reach the promised land. 


Lesson 8, FEBRUARY 24, 1924. 
THE PERIOD OF THE JUDGES.—Judg. 2:16-18; 7:2-8. 


GoLDEN TEXT—/ will heal their backsliding, I will love them freely. 
—Hos. 14:4. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

Today’s lesson shows us how Truth will win the victory over error, 
no matter how great the error may be. God does not need great numbers 
of people to do great work. A small number of persons who are filled 
with the Spirit of truth can perform wonders. 

As the children of Israel forgot God many times and turned to the 
vain pleasures of life instead of holding fast that which is real, so we be- 
come interested in material things and forget the one who sends them to 
us. We let thoughts of food, or pretty clothing, or amusement, stand be- 
tween us and thoughts of God. When we do this, we often find that our 
health is not so good, or that troubles of different kinds come to us. 

Then we turn back to God to find health and happiness. He always 
hears when we call, and he sends us leaders or judges in the form of good 
thoughts to help us overcome the false things that have made slaves of us. 

Sometimes people get great wealth or have fine health, and they like 
to boast about the way in which they obtained these things. They forget 
that all that we have comes from God, and they imagine that by their own 
work and their own wisdom they have done great things. God did not 
give the people of Israel a chance to think in this manner, when they won 
their great victory under Gideon, because only 300 men were permitted to 
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fight. They had to admit that it was the strength of God that won the 
battle. This teaches us that we should give praise and thanks to God for 
everything. By praise we open our minds and our lives so that more of 
God’s goodness can come to us. 

In winning the victory by the use of trumpets and the pitchers with 
torches in them, Gideon showed how the light of Truth, for which the 


torches stand, overcomes every enemy. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


Does God need great numbers to do great work? 
What happens to us when we turn away from God? 
Is God willing to help us to overcome our troubles > 
What do we do by praising? 


Lesson THOUGHT—Led by my thoughts of God, I win the victory 
over every enemy. 


MEMORY VERSE 
The highest thoughts within me 
Shall judge and lead my will 
Till God’s own peace and freedom 
My every thought shall fill. 


Lesson 9, Marcu 2, 1924. 
THE REVIVAL UNDER SAMUEL.—I Sam. 7:5-13. 


GoLpEN TExT—Direct your hearts unto Jehovah, and serve him 
only.—I Sam. 7:3. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 
Every great prophet that we read about in the Bible stands for some 
high thought in ourselves. Eli was like the thoughts of God which we 
allow to grow weak. When our highest thoughts become weak, troubles 
come to us and the things that have been the most sacred to us are taken 
away, as the ark was taken away from Israel. 

But God never lets our good thoughts leave us. Somewhere within 
us is always a thought of God. It may be small, as the boy Samuel was, 
but if it hears when God calls, he will cause it to grow great and strong 
enough to lead our other thoughts back to God. 

When it came time to save the people of Israel, Samuel called them 
together and prayed that God would save them. When our highest 
thoughts get ready to save us from all evil—from sickness, lack, and un- 
happiness—it calls our other thoughts together for prayer. That is, it causes 
us to be quiet and to think of nothing but God. Then God always 
answers and saves us from the evil which our Philistine thoughts bring upon 
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us. Our Philistine thoughts are the ones that seek only pleasures and 
selfish things. 

We learn in the lesson that the Philistines did not trouble the children 
of Israel during all the years of Samuel. This teaches us that we need not 
be troubled by the things about us if we stay close to the leading of the 
divine thoughts in us. 

Remember that the Israelites had turned away from God many 
times, but that God’s great love was always ready to send them a wise 
leader if they would call upon him. Troubles came to them only when 


they did not heed the words of the Lord. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 


What happens to us when we allow our highest thoughts to become 
weak ? 

Do all our good thoughts ever leave us? 

What do our highest thoughts do to lead us out of evil? 

What are our Philistine thoughts > 


Lesson THOUGHT—My highest thought is called of God to lead 
all my other thoughts to him. 


MEMORY VERSE 


When all my thoughts are ready 
The voice of God to hear, 

All evil is kept from me 
And only good comes near. 


Lesson 10, Marcu 9, 1924. 
THE REIGN OF SAUL.—I Sam. 15:13-23. 


GoLpEN TExT—Behold, to obey is better than sacrifice —I Sam. 
15:22. 


WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES 

A true leader listens closely all the time for the voice of God. Our 
thoughts that are called to lead to God our other thoughts, and all the 
parts of our bodies, are the thoughts that are open to hear what God wishes 
them to do. These are the Samuel thoughts in us. 

Another kind of thought sometimes arises in our minds: a thought 
which is envious of other people. When the children of Israel saw that 
other nations had kings to rule over them, they became envious. They 
thought that it would be fine to see a richly dressed king at the head of 
their armies. It is the same kind of feeling that comes to us when we see 
other people living in fine houses and wearing beautiful clothing and we 
are not happy because we do not have such things. We should desire 
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nice things, but we should not think unkindly of other people because they 
have things which we do not have. 

God wants his children to be free and if they choose to have another 
ruler rather than to let God rule them, he is willing. Saul stands for the 
selfish will of man. If we get tired of God’s rule in our lives, it is because 
our own wills feel so mighty that they want to rule for selfish purposes. 

Then, when they are allowed to lead us, they often disobey God, as 
Saul did. But the selfish will cannot hide its acts from God. Our better 
thoughts know that trouble will follow and that our wills cannot rule us 
very long if they disobey God. 

Each of us must choose whether he will let God be his leader or 
whether his own will is to be king over his life. The only way to happiness 
is to choose God. 


LESSON QUESTIONS 
What thoughts are called of God to lead us? 
For what does Saul stand? 
Can the selfish will hide its acts from God? 
In order to be happy who should be chosen as our leader? 


Lesson THOUGHT—/ will choose God, rather than my own will, as 
my king. 
MEMORY VERSE 
In choosing whom my king shall be, 
I'll let God have his way with me; 
I’ll bid all selfish thoughts Le still, 
And follow only God’s sweet will. 


1.0. S. 


I breathed on my bedroom window glass 
And a pretty picture came to light; 

I breathed on the picture to make it grow, 
But it melted away from sight. 
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nal 


LOVE DOUGHNUTS 


“My, if this isn’t a mess!” sighed Margie, as she “slopped”’ along 
with her arms full of groceries. 

“All week, when there were lessons to get, the snow has been fine 
and white, and now, because it is Saturday, it must melt. What is left 
is so dirty it does not seem possible that it was a clean, sparkling blan- 
ket a few days ago. It looks as if Mother Nature were a very untidy 
housekeeper—letting her bedding get in such a shameful condition.” 

That last thought so amused Margie that she was smiling when 
she went into the kitchen. 

“‘Mother,” she called, “here are the groceries, and may I go 
over to Collins’ house to play? It is too wet to have any fun outdoors.” 

“Until four,” answered Mother—and Margie was gone. 

“Louise,” called Billy Collins as he opened the door, “here 
is Margie just in time.” 

“In time for what?” asked Margie, as Louise and her brother 
pulled her this way and that in an effort to help her take off her coat. 

“Doughnuts,” said Billy. “Come into the kitchen and see.” 

On the stove was a big iron kettle full of sizzling fat, and by the 
window, at a safe distance from the stove, sat Baby Paul in his high 
chair. He was making mighty efforts to talk and was commanding 
every one’s attention by pounding on his tray with a cooking spoon. 
Mrs. Collins stood at the table, deftly cutting out doughnuts. 

“How easily you do it,” said Margie, after watching awhile. 
“They don’t stick, or gum up the cutter at all.” 

“My dear,” laughed Mrs. Collins, “I have been cutting out 
doughnuts several times a month for about twelve years. Shouldn’t 
you think me rather dull if I couldn’t do them well >” 


“T hadn’t thought of it that way,” answered Margie, “but of 


course I play the ‘Barcarole’ much better since I have practiced 
regularly, and that’s much the same, I suppose.” 
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The doughnuts were ready to fry, and Mrs. Collins dropped 
them into the fat, saying as she did so, “This one is for Margie, our 
guest, and this one is for Paul, our baby,” and so on until each person 
present had a doughnut in the kettle. The children tried to keep 
track of their own doughnuts, as they swelled up and popped over. 
Margie was busy because she had volunteered to watch Paul’s dough- 
nut as well as her own. Paul rather wanted to watch it himself, but 
was made happy when Margie called: “Yours is swelling into the very 
largest of all, Paul, and now it has popped over.”” When the dough- 
nuts were done, each child lifted his own (if he could find it) carefully 
with the big fork, and deposited it on the big platter of powdered 
sugar. Baby Paul was allowed to give his doughnut its sugar bath, 
and in the process he himself became more or less sugared. 

““Remember, Billy,” cautioned Louise, after her brother had 
fished out his fifth doughnut, “these are love doughnuts!"” Every one 
laughed, and Louise hastened to explain to Margie. 

“Tt’s a joke on Billy, but he doesn’t mind,” she said. “Once when 
he was quite small we were making doughnuts and he asked Mother 
why the hole was in them. She said that it was left so that folks could 
fill it with love. After Billy had eaten five or six doughnuts, Mother 
asked him whether he didn’t think that he had had enough. “Oh, 
they won’t hurt me,’ he replied; ‘they are love doughnuts, you know.’ 
I didn’t see how Mother could answer that, but she did, just as quick 
as anything,” went on Louise, with pride. “She took Billy into her 
arms and said: “Billy Boy, if you remembered when you were eating 
each doughnut that the middle of the circle was not empty, but filled 
with love, it wouldn’t take so many to make enough, would it?’ Billy 
thought it over, and when he had eaten half of his next doughnut he told 
Mother that it did make a difference, and that he believed he had had 
enough. We have called them love doughnuts ever since.” 

“T know another reason for calling them love doughnuts,”’ said 
Margie, when she had stopped laughing. “Making and eating them 
is such fun and they fill folks so full of love, that nothing can make 
them cross—not even melting weather. I don’t mind going home 
through the slush a bit, and I shall take my last love doughnut to 
Mother.” 

“We shall do better than that,”’ offered Mrs. Collins; ‘‘Louise 
will lend you her little basket, and we shall fill it with doughnuts for 
you to take home for dinner.” 

“The Collins family,” thought Margie as she went happily 
homeward, “think of the queerest, dearest things. My, how much 
of the snow has melted! Perhaps it was just Mother Nature’s wash 
day, after all.” 


Memory Verse 
Pictures for Coloring 


BRA Year 


The above pictures represent pages from the Unity 
Sunday School Leaflet. Full instructions are given for 
coloring the pictures. You will love to follow the directions 
and you will enjoy the results—beautiful pictures of your 
own making. 
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Here is a chance for every child to get a valentine. Carefully 
cut out the red figures and put them together so as to form a perfect 
heart with a sweet little picture on it. 


ANSWERS TO PUZZLES IN JANUARY WEE WISDOM 


The first row of letters spells: faith. 
“T was a stranger and ye took me in.” 
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VALENTINES 


This was Valentine's day. 


At Buddy's school they left out some of their les- 
sons and had a valentine box. Buddy said that they 
had valentines and valentines. Each child had one 
in the box. A little girl they call Jenny Wrenn had 
the most, Buddy said. Jenny Wrenn could not buy 
many valentines, so all the other children wanted to 


give her one. 


And they sent me ten valentines. Miss Eve, 
Buddy's teacher, sent me one. Daddy gave me one 
and Mother gave me one and Buddy gave me two. 


I never had so many valentines before. 


The prettiest one I have is one that Buddy made. 
It is a red heart on white paper. There are some 
words on it, printed in blue letters, that say: 


“Dear little Sister, I love you. Buddy.” 


Next year I am going to send every one a 


valentine. 


IMELDA GLTAVIA 
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IMELDA OcTAVIA SHANKLIN 


) I know a secret: 
Under a roof that is white with 
snow 
4 Are rows of tiny beds, 
e. And one after one on their pil- 
lows brown 
dd dc: Are rows of pretty heads. 
Crocus, windflower, buttercup, 
too, 
Violet, orchid, and aster blue, 
Dreamlessly, restfully, deep, 
They take their long beauty 
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I know a secret: 
Jack Frost, who sang them their 
slumber song, 
Cunningly thinks that he 
Has locked them so closely that 
no one can 
Ever get.out to me; 
But my sweet friend Spring has 
skillful hands 
To shatter mischievous J ack 
Frost's bands. 
When my lovely friend comes 
back, 


| She will turn the trick on Jack. 
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Not many years ago 


Rapped twice upon my mother's door, 


And bending very low, 
He offered her a Valentine, 


for thee; 


And said: “Dear love, 
And when she opened it, she found 


That it was little me! 
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BLANCHE 


A teasing old make-believe 
sinner, am I, 

With haughty, cold face—but 
look close in my eye; 
The warmest of twinkles 

you'll find there, I know, 
Reflecting the love in my heart 
all aglow; 
And under my gray coat—I'm 
not fooling, mind— 


The frilliest valentines that I 
could find. 
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MORNING 


Love in the morning 

Helps me prepare 
To see, with clear eyes, 
Good everywhere. 


7 Love in the schoolroom 

Makes happy hours, 

Whether the skies send 

Sun, snow, or show- 
ers, 


NIGHT 


| Love, when the stars shine, 
 Lulls me to rest; 
Thus, Ca the whole 


Love's way is blest. 
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